for good luck to each of the four men who would sing the
little solos in the first act and he had shouted a few gallant
remarks in Italian into the dressing-room of the ladies. He
had left the most unpleasant duty for the last, the unavoidable
dispute Yvith the chorus master. This man, a fat and irritable
Italian, despised anything that was not Italian; singers, con-
ductors and operas in general. And Carmen especially was
a thorn in his flesh, because the chorus never * clicked' in
Carmen. There were three danger zones in this wretched
opera, and even if a chorus master came down from heaven,
he could hardly prevent them. The boys' chorus in the first
act always went flat in the last bars instead of fading out
melodiously in the distance. The chorus of the quarrelling
cigarette girls had not a chance of coming off right because
Colin took it too fast. And the end of the first act was bound
to be //;; dlsastro> because this idiotic stage director, Dr.
Mayer, had ordered the singers to jump about like crazy
monkeys instead of standing still and watching his signs.
While Colin tried his best to soothe this difficult man, he
felt his own nerves grow tauter and tauter. All day long he
had smoked countless cigarettes and although he knew it was
bad for his heart, he kept on lighting a fresh cigarette with
the last one. He stopped for a moment in front of an open
window through which the noise of the town came floating
in on the moist evening air. Taking a deep breath he stood
and listened, Broadway threw up red reflections into the
nightly sky. There was New York, eight million people who
could relax, whose work was done, who were allowed to be
tired, to be carefree, to do what they liked, get drunk, raise
hell, or just go to sleep. He felt an immeasurable desire to be
one of them, take his hat and coat and leave the theatre. He
felt very small and unimportant, a frightened little man,
longing to desert his post. He held his breath because now
he felt it coming and had no power to stop it, the same old
agony: stage fright. A wave of cold sweat beginning in his
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